
"The Heiress Was Greeting a Greasy Laborer as a Social Equal. Worse Yet, She WasSaying, 'Baron, You Must Meet My Friend, Mr. Jones.'"
ONKS wins. The German Baron

loses, though for a year or I wo
it must have seemed to Jones

that th" German-American hyphen
was irresistible. Wasn't that hyphen
firmly embedded in the Busch family
pedigree? Didn't the Husches have
a castle of their own on the Rhino
right in the heart of the country
where Barons are thickest. Hadn't
Marie Busch been spending most of
her Summers there? Wasn't it true
that American heiresses.with or
without the hyphen.find it the most
difficult, task of their young lives to
sidestep u title?

Nevertheless, Jones wins. Plain,
ail-American Jones. Better yet,
Jones wins in blue overalls and
jumper, with a monkey-wrench in his
oily hand screwing tip anything he
finds loose in the Busch-Sulzer Bros.-
Diesel Engine Works, where he has
been working for the last five
months "at the bottom of the ladder."
It is true that a MVphen'Still figureB
in the case, but "it will.appear in the
'marriage announcements, with a dif¬
ference.like this:
JONES-BCSCH . Mr. Drummond

Jones to Miss Marie Busch, on Mon¬
day evening, April 7, at Grant Farm,
the Busch country homo.

All of which means that Miss
Marie Busch is a real American and
a heroine to bo proud of in these
days when hyphens are making so
much trouble for President Wilson
and the cause of neutrality.

In St. Louis not to know all about
the Busches 1? to argue yourself un¬
known. According to the Bible, good
wine needs no bush. According to a
high percentage of the citizens of .St.
Louis there is no such tiling ns goodbeer without a Busch in it. There
was a close competitor called An-
heuser, but mutual esteem soon
brought them together, and An¬
heuser-Busch made St Louis loom
larger on the map than ever before.
This was the original triumph "f

the late Adolphus Busch, and lie was

the grandfather of Marie Busch, who
lias switched a Baron onto the sid¬
ing to give plain American Jones the
right of way as her future linsband.
Adolphus was the founder of the
Busen family in America, and the
founder of the Busch family fortune
amounting to million?. He was more
than that, lie loved this country,
and was a national character, as
well known in New York as in St.
Louis, and especially well known in
California where, a) Pasadena, his
fine country home is one of the show
piaces of the Pacific Coast.
But as there was more than Busch

in his beer, so there is more than
beer in ihe Busch family. The
Busr hes belong to the class of Ameri¬
cans hyphenated and otherwise.
who do uot rest on the money-getting
laurels of their first generation.
Some of them put the Busch into
biscuits thai arc us well known as
the original beer of Adolphus.
Others developed tinware stores into
trusts. Marie's father. August A.
Busch, is a power in the engine-
building industry, where happy
Drummoud Jones is in nib blue over¬
alls every morning when the whistle
blows.
With all their industrial efficiency,which has brought them their wealth,the Busches have not neglected the

social side. When Marie Busch
"came out'' three yearR ago the.
social occasion in St. Louis producedwi-U-defineil echoes in every social
centre of the United States. The listof guests present contained names
as familiar in New York as in St.Louis. For the occasion of MissMarie's debut twenty-five decoratorsworked for several days turning thatpicturescpie rustic resort. Sunset Inn,into a pink-tinted paradise. Thepretty-debutante was the pink satincharineuae heart of the scene whichfurnished society reporters with ma¬terial for ecstatic columns.
This was before the Baron cameinto the story. But Jones was there

.Prummond Jones. local tennis
champion. familiarly known as
"Pnjnimie." lie had played many a
iiint«-h with Marie, and had been in
love, with her ever sitK'C she had ab¬
jured pigtails and "put up her hair."
Prummie was her elder by only four
or live year?. lie lived with his
weil-to do stepmother, Mrs. Clarence
Jones. IT is social position wns equal
to that of the Buschcs in St. Louis.
As to his occupation, he was faceti¬
ously credited with two.first, ten¬
nis; second, tennis and Marie Busch.
Marie's father, the multi-millionaire
engine builder, was understood to bo
of the opinion that Drutnmie needed
a "job" wherewith to support his oft.
r.upations. This ultimatum is said
to have emerged whea Druuimie's at¬
tentions to Marie grew suddenly more
pressing from the day of that mar¬
vellous pink-tinted debut.

Shortly after that affair the
Buschcs sailed away for their Sum
mer home on the Rhine. Strango
what a change her debut makes in a
girl. Previously Marie had been ail
for outdoor sj»orts, with the accent
on tennis, with Drummie for op¬
ponent or partner. Now, when
Prummie heard from her, or about
her. in Germany she wns very con¬
tentedly playing the part of a beau¬
tiful American heiress, entirely sur¬
rounded by titles. Barons and
Counts, and even n few Princes, werelaying siege to her heart.and for-
tune.with an assiduity whichPrumiuie found it painful to con¬
template.

Jones, being all-American, and with
nothing but. his local tennis cham¬pionship to serve as anything in the
way of a line, is said to have felthis handirap keenly, lie had heardall about the glamour titles have in
the eyes of American heiresses. Wasit possible that Marie Busrh would
go the way of ko many rich Ameri¬
can girls.marry a title In haste, and
repent at leisure? You <*n imagine

Why We Remember What We Never Thought We Heard
I/THOtTrH *hc term "primary memory" may be
new to most of us, it is a phenomenon which*. *. wo have all experienced, and which frequentlyis of the greatest service to us. It 1b n thing which

psychologists have carefully studied and about which
they have learned much of interest.
Have you ever been interested in ti hook and then

had your wife speak to you.and not notice her? Of
course you have, liut also on some of these occasions
your wife has wound up sharply with your name.That makes you take notice and -curry back into themental atmosphere for what she has been saying.andusually you (lnd it
Now when the words were, spoken vou paid no at¬tention whatsoever, and if it had not been for thatimperative calling of your name the> would haveescaped your mind forever. The words seeminglynado no impression at tne lime of their being enun¬ciated, but when your attention wan called by thesound of your name, what psychologists call "primarymemory"' stepped in and aided you. !. seems as ifsome kind of mechanical impression must have beenmade on your sense of hearing in order for you to beeble to recall your wife's words.
Science tells uh that this primary memory effect isnothing but an auditory after-image. There are

fftvpra] kinds of after-images. One is known as thekinf- »sthetie.
Vou experience this when you have taken off a tighthat and laid it on the table. In a moment you mayreach up to take the hat again, thinking that it isstill on your head. This is merely an after-image,for it is on the table and not on your head.Visual after images are quite common. If you hap¬pen to look at a bright light and then at a white wallyou see a black image of the light, on thewall. Thisimage, an you close and open your eyes, graduallychanges color till it disappears.
An easier test is to look at a green spot on a pieceof while paper and then at a blank piece ofwhitepaper. A red spot will now be seen similar in shapeand size to the green spot.
The explanation Is that when looking at the greenspot the greon perceiving elements of the eye becamefatigued on that part of the retina where the imagefell. Now, on looking ai a piece of white paper.which,of course, needs all tne color perceiving elements ofilie eye. for white contains all colors .the green per-ceivers on the place in the retina do not act as wellas the others. So the complement of green is seen.Fo«* this very reason of fatigue a white house is notas white to you after looking at it a while.for nowall the perceiving elements are fatigued and do not,act as strongly as before.

Tbe Baron?NoAPlain
American Jones

Wins theGreat Heiress
Miss Marie Busch, Pursued

by Countless German
7itles, Has the GoodSense

to Select a Hard-
Working Young American
in Her Multi-Millionaire

rrlth what anxiety he awaited Marie'#
return.
Saved.at least not lost abso¬

lutely. Marie returned unwed;
plenty of titles in sight, but none
apparently quite satisfactory. How¬
ever, there was a Baron hoveriug
around in the offing, arid it was per¬
fectly plain that Marie's experiences
in noble society were not altogether
displeasing. Drummie found that
he had quite a sophisticated young
woman to deal with now in place of
his girl chum of the tennis courts.

In the Winter the Busches were
off to the big California country
place. It was said that some sort of
a Baron "tagged along.Curiously
enough, the actual name and title of
no Baron appears in the society
notices of the doings of the Busches,
though "the Baron" is much in evi¬
dence.

In the next two years the Busches,
including Marie, were much abroad.
Drummond Jones was forced to hear
a lot about Marie's social successes
in Europe and about the long pro¬
cession of titles which travelled in
her wake. These things were
printed in the home papers. Not
only were Marie and her fortune
frankly pursued by numerous titled
personages, but Mario was accepting
their attentions with an apparent
enjoyment which, doubtless, caused
a plain American named Jones many
sleepless nights.

11 was upon the Busches' return
from Burope last year that Drum-
mond Jones pressed his suit with so
much energy tliat Marie simply had
to listen seriously. They were seen
together so much that there were
rumors of an engagement. The
truth, rendered plausible by the
sequel, seems to be that Miss Marie
was driven to the point of telling
Drummie that he'd "better speak to
papa."
Right there's where the blue over¬

alls part comes in. Papa, being of
Herman descent, could understand
thp existence of a Baron in a condi¬
tion of elegant leisure. But that was
not a habit, in the Busch family.either to have a title or elegantleisure. The Busches had alwaysworked.with their hands or their
heads, usually with both. Their
hands were accustomed to the feel
of sterner implements than tennis
racquets, and their heads were hard
enough to consider more important
matters than local amateur tennis
championships.

Perhaps Papa didn't put it. quite
as plainly as thi=. However, the factremains that Jones presently was a
very plain American indeed. Thegilded youth of St. Louis knew him
no more. He hardly knew himself.in the blue overalls and jumper, in
grimy close contact with oil cans,lathes, triphammers and drillingmachines of the Busch engine works.For he had accepted Marie's papa'soffer of a Job "at the foot of the lad.
der," with a chance of "working hi5
way up."

Naturally in the beginning th*
sweetest music in Drumraie's earf;
wan the blowing of Ihe whistle at
"quitting time." Tennis, even in the
case of an amateur champion, is not
adequate physical training for one
suddenly thrust into the midst of a
man's Job in an engine factory. It
may be that if Drummie hadn't seen
in Marie's eves, when he was permit¬ted to visit her on Sunday evenings,
n. new kind of admiration for him he
would not have presevered.
When, shortly, he realized that he

was winning Marie mucli more cer¬
tainly with eight hours a day spentin overalls much oil-splashed than
would bo possible in the smartest
and cleanest of tennis tog£, he bent
all his energies toward "working his
way up.
One day *o the story goes.hehad an unexpected triumph. Marie

paid him a visit in the engine shop.Dancing attendance upon her was a
rather slightly-built foreign gentle¬
man with fiercely upturned mus-
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Father's
Factory

MpDpummondJon®?

Miss Marie Busch, Granddaughter of the La te Adolphus Busch.
tache. He carried a slender canoand wore a wrist watch. Me had a
vague sort of notion that the greatheiress thought sne was compliment-ins hiin in showing him through her
father's factory, and he jvas making
an effort to look Intelligent. He was
totally unprepared for what proba¬bly was I lie shock of his young life.Tho heiress was greeting a greasylaborer as a social equal. Worse
yet, she was saying. "Baron, you
must meet my friend, Mr. Jones."

It was Drummle's great moment
no doubt about that. Beaming uponthe Tin ron. as upon a long-lostbrother, he put out his grimy hand.
Actually i for he was courting an
American heiress) the Baron touched
it with his daintily gloved lingers.The next Instant lu> had sudden
visions of himself in an heiress wild-
goose chase, for the girl was telling

this mere laborer to ''be sure ami notforget Sunday night!"
Can yon blame pin in Jones ofAmerica f«>r hugging himself as theBaron and his hostess departed, andfor repeating to himself the title of

one of Bulwer Lytton's novels.'TheLast of the Barons"?
Verily, it. was the last of tin*Baron. I'rom ibat day lie no longerfigured "in t lie running." whereMarie Busch was concerned. As toDrummond .Tones, the rumors grewsi ill more prevalent that not onlyMarie herself, but her father, hadwelcomed him into the Busch family.During tiie Winter Drummie badto forego some <>f those Sundaynights with Marie, owinc: to the ab¬

sence of the whoie family in Cali¬fornia. But be had pleasant food for
reflection, and a few weeks ago comehis anticipated promotion to a better

position in Hip rnsine works. 'Phiswas shortly followed by the publicannouncement «»f the engagemcni ofMr. Dnimmoml Junes to many MissMarie Buscli.
Tiie announcement even named thedate of the wedding, April 7. and theplace. Cirant Farm, tiie Buscli countryplace near St. i.ouis.
in sidetracking the Clerman Baronfor the plain American .lones MissMarie seems to have made a cleansweep in favor of America. "Madein Mermany" is a label that will heconspicuous by its absence in con¬nection with the marriage. She willwear.so it is announced in the homenewspapers.a "Made in St Louis"wedding gown, and for weeks pastithe local shops have been busy withiorders of the bride and her at-itendants for whatever will be needed]for an all-American Easter weddlng.|


